ThcTragedic 

£U. Wcknow thy charge Brokenbury ,and will obey. 
Glo. We are the Queenes abietts and nauft obey. 
Brother farcwell,I will vnto the King, 

And whatfoeuer you will imploy me in, 

Were it to call KingEdwards widow lifter, 

I will performed to infranchife you. 

Mcane rime this deepe difgracc in brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Ck. I know it plcafeth neither ofv s well. 

Glo. Wcllyour imprifonnaent fhall not be long, 

I will deliuer you or lie for you, 

Mcane time haue patience. 

Ck. I muft perforce, fare well. Exit Cut. 

Glo. Go tread the path.that thou (halt neare r eturne, 
Simple plaine Clarence, I doioue thee fo, 

That I will fhortly fend thy foule to heauen, • 

If heauen will take the prefent at our hands: 

But who conies here, the new deliucred Haftings? 

Enter Lord Halting!. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 
Glo. As much vnto my good Lord Cbamberlainc: 
Well are vou welcome to the open aire, 

How hath your Lordlhip brookt imptifonment# 

Haft. With patience (noble Lordjas prisoners mull; 
ButI (hall liuemv lord to giue them thankes. 

That vvere the caufe ofmy impnfonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo (hall Clarence too, 
For they that were your enemies arc his. 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft. More pictie that the Eagle fhould be mewed. 
While kights ( and bufl'ards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What newes abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home: 

The king is ficklv,weakcand melancholy. 

And his Phifitions feare him mightily. 

Glo. Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, 
Gh he hath kept an cuill diet long, 

And opcrmuch confumed his royall pcrlon- 
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Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon; 

What is he in his bed ? 

Haft. He is. ' 

Glo. Go you be fore, and I will follow you. Exit Haft, 

He cannot liue I hope, and muft not die, 

Till George be packt with poft horfe vp to heauen. 

I lcin to vrge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well fteeld with weightic arguments, 

And if I faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to liue: 

W hich done, God take king Edward to his mercie, 

And leaue the world for me to buflell in: 

For then He marrie Warwicks youngeft daughter !: 

What though I laid her husband and her father,, 

The readieu way to make the wench amends,. 

Is to become her husband and her father : 

T he which will I, not all (o much for loue. 

As for another fecret clofe intent. 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my hotfe to market: 

Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftill liucs and raignes, , 
When they are gone, then muft I count my gaines. Exit. 
Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady nAn. Sit downe fit downe,your honourable lord 
If honor may he fhrowded in a hearfe, 

W hileft I a. while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall ofvertuous Lancaftcr, , 

Poore kei- cold figure,ofa holy King, 

Pale afhes ofthe houfe of Lancafter, 

Thou bloudlefte remnant of that royall blood,, 

Be it la wfull that I inuocate thy ghoft. 

To hcare the lament ations of poore Anne, 

Wife to thy Ed ward, to thy flaughtcrcd fonne, 
otahd by the felfefanie hands that made thefe holes. 

Loe in thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 
rwv l° C ^ C belplcfTe balme of my poore eyes, 

Curft be the hand that made thefe fatall holes, 

Curft be the heart that hadthc heart to do it. 



